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This is the end
of the journey of man,
troublesome, tiresome and enduring.
Life, here
is an uncovered, undecorated
naked picture,
the dreadful dance of a dancer
with curled hair as clouds.
Life, here
is the awful play of skeletons
obsessed by lust;
is the gloomy face
obsessed by death,
beyond the realm of love.
Life, here
is an abhorrent festive zeal
of ghostly play;
is the stumbling dance
of fainting devils
that drank
the vine of blood.
Life, here
is a struggle, a turbulence
and a conflict of crowds;
is an agonizing nightmare
and is the blind greed
of illicit passion.
Life, here
is an endless silent torture of hell;
is monstress Puthana18,
disguised as a mother,
feeding her poisonous breast-milk.
Life is a mirage
of the impassioned thirsty hearts;
is a rising curly wave